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be altogether happy; but once, in a mysterious night, a secret
sign was imprinted through my hand deep on my soul; frequently
the magic figure sleeps and is at rest; I imagine it has passed
away; but in a moment, like a poison, it darts up and lives over
all its lineaments. And then I can think or feel nothing else but
it; and all around me is transformed, or rather swallowed up, by
this subduing shape. As the rabid man recoils at the sight of
water, and the poison in him grows more fell; so too it is with
me at the sight of any cornered figure, any line, any gleam of
brightness ; anything will then rouse the form that dwells in me,
and make it start into being; and my soul and body feel the
throes of birth; for as my mind received it by a feeling from
without, she strives in agony and bitter labour to work it forth
again into an outward feeling, that she may be rid of it, and at
rest."

"It was an evil star that took thee from us to the Moun-
tains," said the old man ; "thou wert born for calm life, thy mind
inclined to peace and the love of plants; then thy impatience
hurried thee away to the company of savage stones: the crags,,
the torn cliffs, with their jagged shapes, have overturned thy soul,
and planted in thee the wasting hunger for metals. Thou shouldst
still have been on thy guard, and kept thyself away from the view
of mountains ; so I meant to bring thee up, but it has not so been
to be. Thy humility, thy peace, thy childlike feeling, have been
thrust away by scorn, boisterousness and caprice."

" No," said the son ; " I remember well that it was a plant
which first made known to me the misery of the Earth; never,
till then, did I understand the sighs and lamentations one may
liear on every side, throughout the whole of Nature, if one but
give ear to them. In plants and herbs, in trees and flowers, it
is the painful writhing of one universal wound that moves and
works; they are the corpse of foregone glorious worlds of rock,
they offer to our eye a horrid universe of putrefaction. I now see
clearly it was this, which the root with its deep-drawn sigh was
saying to me; in its sorrow it forgot itself, and told me aH. It
is because of this that all green shrubs are so enraged at me, and
lie in wait for my life; they wish to obliterate that lovely figure
in my heart; and every spring, with their distorted deathlike
looks, they try to win my soul. Truly it is piteous to consider
how they have betrayed and cozened thee, old man; for they
have gained complete possession of thy spirit. Do but question